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WHOSE HANDS? 


We are a group of women from 


the Detroit and Windsor area 
who have been involved in 
various projects together 
such as a reading/discussion 
group, environmental and 
political publications and 
actions, as well as artistic 
endeavors. Though we have 
diverse opinions and points 
of view, we share an anti- 
authoritarian perspective 
and are striving to create 
non-hierarchical relation- 
ships in our community and 
projects. 
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ROSA 


To contact us, write: 
PO Box 02594, Detroit, MI 48202 


In 1987 in an all-women's workshop at the anarchist gathering in Minneapo- 
lis the older women were surprised to hear young women voicing the same con- 
cerns we had expressed in "consciousness raising" groups 20 years ago. The sur- 
prise was momentary. We've known all along that most of the changes that have 
occurred since the 60's have only strengthened woman's role as a consumer. 

Although radicals pay lip service to the need to eliminate their own sex- 
ist behaviors and attitudes the discussion that day and our own experiences 
show that in many anarchist political groups a few men are still making the de- 
cisions and writing the position papers and women are still doing most of the 
shit work and not getting any credit. In personal relationships women are still 
stroking fragile male egos while often receiving deeply hurtful criticism or 
negation of their own activities and still doing most of the shit work. 

This is not meant as an indictment of men. The lack of substantial change 
is in part due to women's unwillingness to develop tactics, to plan and strate- 
gize, to insist on processes and critiques aimed at breaking down the elitism 
of our community and developing truly radical communities of caring and suppor- 
tive beings. 

In our circle of friends we have made some attempts. For about 2 years 8- 
10 women have been meeting approximately every 2 weeks. We discuss an article 
or a book previously agreed upon and so have broadened our knowledge and streng- 
thened our discussion skills and self-esteem. Many of us are surprised at dis- 
covering how articulate and perceptive friends are who we've known for years. 

As a result, a few women are now taking an active role as speakers at public 
meetings. 

However, in the two years we've been meeting, little has changed in our 
relationships with men personally or politically. Some of us feel more confident 
expressing ourselves in discussions in which men are present. But more than con- 
fidence is necessary to enter into discussions frequently dominated by a few men 
who are unwilling to relinquish the floor in a heated argument and who often en- 
gage in one-upmanship and ego-bashing rather than discussion. These competitions 
posing as discussion were noted by women from across the continent and examples 
occurred often at both national gatherings. 

We have talked about this problem both in the women's group and in the 
mixed group. (To my knowledge the men have never discussed it themselves.) Sev- 
eral processes for formal meetings, and actions to take when these arguments 
happen in informal discussions, have been suggested. Although everyone sincere- 
ly believes it necessary to stop such behavior, we have not attempted any of 
the suggestions. Processes suggested for meetings are rejected on the basis of 
being too formal or rigid, and attempts made with trepidation to deal with ar- 
guments at informal gatherings are doomed to failure. 

Our community has just concluded a four day event to publicize pollution 
in the Great Lakes and the hazards of municipal trash incinerators. We are now 
in the process of evaluating these activities. In spite of the more-radical/ 
holier-than-thou fights, many of us realize how much we compromised our ideals. 
We are discussing how to continue our involvement in the alliance formed around 
these ecological issues without denying our basic position. 

This discussion has engendered, for me, two lines of thought regarding the 
position of women in our community: 1.) are women not also in an alliance with 
men in our community and in grave need of evaluating the compromises we are ma- 
king? and 2.) why has the women's discussion group taken a back seat to all o- 
ther political activity? 

Since we began meeting as a women's group we have usually confined our dis- 
cussions to the assigned reading. I sense this is partly out of a need for ap- 
proval from the men —- we're not having "cat sessions." I also think there is 
a fear of being disloyal if we discuss specific situations, attitudes or indi- 


viduals. 
But what are we being loyal to —— to behaviors deeply rooted in our patri- 


archal socialization? The men claim they don't want to have power over us. I be- 
lieve them. But they and we are often oblivious to their uses of power, so thor- 
ough was our socialization. 

For example there is a style of writing predominant in anarchist publica- 
tions. I think of it as academic with lots of references to other writers or 
events in history. When other writing styles are submitted for publication, the. 
writer is told either to hone her or his writing skills or to read a list of 
books and articles and then try. This attitude maintains an elite who have ''done 
their reading" and "know how to write." 

I am not advocating an anti-intellectual stance, nor am I condemning any 
writing style. But we should recognize the above attitude as part and parcel of 
the myth or cult of science and ob jectivity that invalidates the style, thoughts 
and opinions of those without credentials. 

Another example is the argument that if you want to participate in discus- 
sion you have to think fast and "just jump in." There is an unwillingness to al- 
low for a style of careful contemplation and the need for quiet to organize 
thoughts. It is more important (read "efficient") to get the meeting over with 
than to "waste valuable time' in silence so that everyone can organize and ex- | 
press their thoughts. 

This article is not meant to be antagonistic. It is angry. I am angry at 
myself and my friends, men and women, for not seeing the need to confront the 
behaviors that maintain hierarchical relationships in our own communities as 
primary, and just as urgent as stopping pollution, nuclear power, the military, 
and the state. 

I want us to begin to move with that sense of urgency. Brothers, get your 
shit together! Examine the roles you play in maintaining hierarchies and do 
something about it. And find ways you can stop competing and begin trusting 
and loving each other. Sisters, let's act together to empower ourselves, to ex- 
pose sexist behavior in our communit refuse to cooperate with it. 
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DREAMING OF NETTLE 


Somewhere back in the barn of my brain 

Nettle stands on four solid legs 

belly full, lumgs pushing out, 

lowing softly. 

Closing my eyes, I reach out my fingers 

to stroke the warm bony backside of the beast. 


Silently she watches over me, reminding and comforting, 
and continues squirting milk 
from pink dangling nipple dotted udders. 


IfI narrow my eyes to slits 

and lay my palm along the side of your face 
I can see her off in the far distance. 
Slowly, deliberately, cannily 

she raises a hind leg, and aiming, 

shoots a warm white jet of milk 

directly, into our eyes. 


As if animals could wink! 
We laugh, unsure what's hit us. 


Sometimes I dream, or think I dream, 

that I can smell her. 

Who says a sodden white hair оп the shower drain 
a wayward tongue on a teacup rim, 

or a warm ear on the hem of our blanket 

can't leave a trace of her animal smell? 


And when you lower your belly onto mine at night 
Nettle listens, heavily distant, mutely discreet, 
ears trembling above her mashing jaws. 


I pass my days going 

in and out of cars, jobs, 

and the kitchens of friends, 

faintly remembering Nettle, 

with flat ears, and a wise look, whose lowing 
returns to me from a warm distant wind. 
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Topple Down 


Fear is always waiting The very force of their desire 

Like a foot out-stretched Crushes all the Earth 

To catch and trip the mind and ears, With its unholy weight of arrogance. 

Dungpiles of it building 

Mountains of it, We must do more than rattle cages 

Changing the terrain. In these final stages 

The stench of 1% Walking through the means "they" 

Has left me coughing. Have forbidden. 

We fear death, disease and risk Break the locks by 

So much we let ourselves Passing judgement on ourselves 

Stampede Dance the wire of the mind 

Into the box of ordinary lives. Dividing rational from dreaming 
Only a convention of assumptions 

The salesmen of the new morality Can separate us from 

Falwell and his cattleprod Realizing that there is no separation 

Of tr ansmutated Bible studies, Swallow whole 


Nancy "darling, just say no", Ecstatic power of the physical 
The horr or stories of X Erotic metamorphosis 

The newsboys in their Will create beings who are luminous 
House of mirrors Апа wise enough 

Hawking AIDS, the final To heal 

Mi ndfuck, The plague of pyramids 

Send us shrieking home to And boxes resting as their 

Grab o ur bathrobes, Sole foundation. 

Settle into chairs and 
Watch T.V. 

The box inside the box. 


This ís known as the 
Topple-down effect 
Of free and real experience. 


And while we sit so wholesomely 
Pr eoccupied with dr ivel 
They are; building weapons, 
making money, building landfills, 
making money,plotting warfare, І Marie Stephens 
making money, dumping poisons 
Manufacturing and packaging and selling 
Us our death 
Setting economic and strategic traps 


To guard the pyramid. 


The boxes are in boxes 
And on boxes and have 
Built the bo x 
Of their desire. 
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Summer Solstice '88 


My talking trees have 
Sung and whispered 
All dey 

In the rushing wind 
Chanting up the Summer 
Solstice 

Hoping to inspire 
Compassion in 

The spir it-stunted city humans 
Who have not 

Yet 

Acknowleged kinship. 


The fire 

Of burning brethren 

(ashes following the wind at last) 
Heat and spirit flames 

Will light the inner eye 

As light and shadow dancing 

On our faces softens 

Features we had hardened like a 
Wall. 


And this is Jericho 
Come tumbling down. 


The cup goes "round 

And each will drink off 
Something to replace 

The moisture lost to tears 
That quenched the burning 
Hearts of loss and anger, 


Replacing feet beneath the cheeks 
Of soft receiving flesh 

laying hands beside for balance 
And a comfort in the damp earth, 
We are ready for a song 

And new beginnings. 


Marie Stephens 


WORK, WORK, WORK 


And on we go, around then back 
around again, and then it ends 
live to work--work, work, work 
live to buy--buy, buy, buy 
breathe and sleep, eat and work 
this is your life 

safely insulate ourselves with 
all the necessities and niceties 
that money can buy 

that's life 

by the bag full 

by the car full | 

by the credit card full 

by the house full 

work to live 

work to buy 

work to owe(n) 

and buy, buy, buy 

why it's a natural high! 


and the heaps and mounds grow 
no matter how we try 

the piles of stuff grow high 
-so clean out the closet! 
clean out the garage 

declare it all garbage 

‘it's out of fashion’ 

'it's simply not state of the art' 
'it's absolutely obselete,archaic' 

so it must be replaced 

and quickly you know 

before that empty feeling inside 
takes over again 

now replace it! it really is a treat! 
something shiny 

something new, 

something to be proud of 
you know,.it really is you! 


and on we go 
around then back 
nothing learned, nothing to lack 
work to work, work to buy 
work to live, work to try 
to buy some more 
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listen now 
(think)you hear 
storms from heaven 
to keep you in fear 
of knowing 


am 1 your devil? 
pick the fruit 

taste it sweet- 
nothing here 

but something to eat 


you know 
(you sin) 
youjudge 
(you damn 


the season is winter 
(symbolic of) 
season winter 

to taste it 

as y ou like it 
ain't necessarily 
how it is 

80 

you 

pick the fruit 

and taste 1% sweet 
nothing here 

but something 

to eat 


we may want it 
to mean 
everything 
else, but 

that ain't 
really how it 
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like a bubble 

growing, expanding 

we hold everything 

within thin, transparent walls 
wanting 

wanting to express 

we weaken the boundaries 

and with time 

they become more fragile yet 


there is a certain balance 
carefully weighed 

helping us to accept 

and even expect change 


change, like a river 

a peaceful facade, simple 
everflowing 

the complexity, the turmoil 

lies beneath the glasslike surface 
currents 

sweeping debris ocean bound 


and we 

inour airbound worlds 
tumbling along 

some times 

bre а ki ng 

in to millions millions 


mil 1 io ns mill ion s 


of scattered p ie c es 
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Excuses for Fire 


I have alot of anger 

I am full of rage 

I have a bad temper 

short temper 

short fuse 

I'm in a bad mood 

harbor a lot of resentment 
am full of hate 

fly off the handle 

fly 

speak without thinking 

am hot-headed 
hot-tempered 

I can't speak from the heart 
can't speak 
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Don't speak 
Don't shout 
Don't shoot 


Road-kill 


I sleep uneasy on the edge of the mattress, 
My dreaming follows highways 

and I am counting road-kill 

as I speed by. 


Shepherd, racoon, possum and crow, 

pieces of a cat, a porcupine, 

quills rain down all around. 

The killed ones are hit again and again. 
Dark raw bodies 

break the broken line. 

I swerve to avoid the many tiny mounds. 

It is night, then day. 

Sunlight, moonlight, headlight, streetlight, 
bright pink haze in a concrete cavern. 


There are spirits in my fingers 

as I focus on my hand. 

There the paths are broken only by eachother. 
Life lines lead to love to death 

but all of a piece, 

an interlocking whole. 


I close my eye inside my palm 

where coyote stalks the dark green evenings. 
I sleep deep on feather and quill 

and warm bodies breathe 

steady beneath me. 


-M.R.- 


The temperature in Detroit is 104 degrees. The cherries 
up north are smiling with split faces. Seeds lie unopened under the 
cracked soil and forests are burning. On the other side of the globe 
mudslides have killed hundreds of people. 

The once nurturing Earth is screaming and in pain. Like 
the tantrum of the abused child or wife, the Earth thrashes, stomps, 
and shrieks wordlessly with powerlessness, and whimpers anticipating 
the pain and certainty of retribution. 

The Mississippi will be dredged. The water from the Great 
Lakes will be diverted. Trees will be felled and the earth gouged to 
protect ''property' from the flames. And the constant, business-as- 
usual assaults continue unabated. 


OR 


The Hopi's long-prophesied destruction of the Earth is 
at hand. Human beings have failed to live in harmony with their en- 
vironment and the other creatures sharing the planet. Air, water, 
and soil are poisoned and the cycles have been permanently disrupted. 

A nuclear power plant is shutting down because the river 
water is too hot to cool it. Hydro-electric plants are not producing 
sufficient energy due to low water levels behind the dams. Scientists 
say burning coal for energy is causing the greenhouse effect that is 
responsible for the heat and the drought. 

A world without electricity?! 
Has the revolution started without us? 
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